FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
should take a holiday next day and let Slalom rest. As a
matter of feet, my own back was stiff and my knees were
painful.
Slalom.
We were on the bank of the Toruksai. Here there were no
gold-seekers, no military posts. Absolute calm reigned in that
desert region between the black mountains. Only the clear
water plashed against the bank where a few tufts of fresh
grass were showing. The filly was grazing diligently, but
Slalom, run down and worn out with fatigue, stood inert, his
head hanging, the bone of his hindquarters pointing skywards,
his ribs sticking out. Only his hearing was still sufficiently
keen for him to turn to me when I spoke to him.
I thought the rest would put him right. But he would not
eat and I feared the worst. It might have been the Ayak
Kum Kul water that made him ill, or perhaps the Issik
Pakte marsh had given him worms. He needed several days'
rest and castor-oil treatment. I knew one thing that could
save him—an armful of hay from the alp at Evolene. There
the hay would be ripe to-day, and perfumed, full of dried
flowers, with the flesh colour of the wild pinks showing
brilliantly. . . . But we had to start off again the next day.
Our provisions were running low.
At least we must try not to lose the two remaining camels.
The second, "Number Two/* was ruminating solidly, but the
Pearl was squatting with an air of disgust of the whole world
and he stank of rottenness. Raising the strip of felt that
covered his back—he had not had the pack-saddle off for a
long time—I discovered a purulent sore between his two
humps. And then I had no more fear for the Pearl. All he
wanted was care. I dressed the wound, Tokta Ahun holding
him and he moaning. Then I arranged a mattress of felt,
thinned out at the middle, over his back.
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